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My favorite jeans 
 
It's not a full rip 
It's the kind that looks like the seam stretched 
Leaves an interesting line across the fabric  
But doesn't render it useless 
Yet, somehow, my fingers don't remember that  
As they gently trace the fabric  
Wondering how long ago it was 
Exactly how much bigger my thighs must have gotten 
For something like that to happen 
Wondering how much I weigh now 
I'm not supposed to care about that anymore 
My fingers scratch at the seam 
I remind myself that these jeans are old 
And only the old me cares if I fit in them 
 
 
